VII
CITADEL AOT) HOSPITAL.
February 22, 1900.
During the night hours East Street in Lodz was quiet
and dark. Spies came followed by gendarmes. Number
19 was surrounded, a colonel of the gendarmerie entered
with his men.
A sharp knock at the kitchen door of the PilsudsM
apartment Not the P. P. S. signal. Robotnik's editor
had worked till half-past two, finishing an article. Then
he went to sleep and wakened to find the gendarmes
standing by his ted. It was three o'clock in the morn-
ing.
Almost six years Pilsudski had been waiting for
these callers. The sword of Damocles had fallen. Hand-
cuffs were snapped on his wrists. He was a prisoner
in the power of the czar of all the Bussias.
This was an accident not due to carelessness or a
/                                 '
feeling of security because they had worked so long
without being discovered. A man came from Krakow
on party business and Wiktor asked him to buy a sup-
ply of paper. A Eussian spy recognized the newcomer
on the street, followed him to the paper shop and to
several other houses, back to East Street, arresting him
at the railroad station. A few hours later gendarmes
visited all the places where he had been and to their
great surprise found that this modest apartment of Wik-
tor Dabrowski (so the passport read) was the printing
office they had hunted for so long.
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